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Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 

















By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Bit of a gale on in the northern parts of the country. 
Nelson’s old ship, the Foudroyant, blown ashore and wrecked among 
other things. After seeing Her Most Gracious safely bestowed 
on her southward journey to Windsor, made the best of my way to 
Hastings. Gave a hand there at the opening of the new break- 
water, and both hands and a mouth to the luncheon afterwards, 
where also I gave an ear to Lord Dufferin. Got across to Liverpool, 
and escorted the Colonial Premiers to Manchester by the Ship 
Canal. At former town (after an hour or two at Ascot) I later on 
dined in the same company. Dined also at the Mansion House 
with the Lord Mayor, the Judges, and finished up at the Royal 
Society’s Conversazione. We are indeed busy, always with some- 
thing todo with the Jubilee, it seems to me. 

THE WELL SPRING. 


We live in bustling, stirring times, 
Through erowds we shoulder to and fro, 

And all our virtues, fads, and crimes 
From one same source appear to flow. 

For whether we dance or whether we dine, 
Or whether we sleep or take our tea, 

Or whether it’s wet or weather it’s fine— 
It’s all on account of the Jubilee. 


Thursday.—Down to Windsor to see everything ship-shape for 
arrival of Her Most Gracious. The dear old lady looking splendid. 
Told me she was “ prepared for everything,” and absolutely “ fit.” 
Grand show at Ascot, and very appropriate that Persimmon should 
come out ahead on such an occasion. Dined with the Colonials at 
King’s Hall in the evening. 


Friday.—Took a run over to Paris. Did what I could for the 
sufferers by the dreadful cyclone and came back a bit saddened in 
the midst of all our festivities. The gay city has had two hard 
knocks within a short time! Dined with the Incorporated Society 
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of Musicians at the Holborn. Also with the Colonial Premiers 
at the Imperial Institute. 


AGAIN, 


With Dukes and Lords and Princes fine 
(And every one in his Sunday suit), 
The Colonial Premiers went to dine, 
At the grim Imperial Institute ; 
And Salisbury talked and Rosebery spoke, 
And Chamberlain and Kimberlee, 
And the Premiers carried on the joke, 
It was all on account of the Jubilee. 


Saturday.—Went through the East End with the Colonial 
troops. Superintended the cyclists’ parade at Battersea Park. 
Lunched with the Indian princes at the Mansion House. Took 
my part in the Military Tattoo at Windsor. Dined with—— 
let’s see, who didI dine with? Or did I dine at all? Goodness 
knows. 


Monday.—Brought Her Most Gracious Majesty to London, and 
housed Her safely in Buckingham Palace. Took the Colonial 
Premiers down to Birmingham and back to the Botanical Féte— 
more like a country fair than anything else. 


Tuesday.—_THE JUBILEE! Nocoherence left. Have visions of 
excited journey, in overloaded trains, red, white, and blue ribbons, 
flowers, and draperies, and flags, and bells, and guns, and whiskies, 
and songs, and shouts, and soldiers, and policemen, of streets a 
good deal emptier than they have been for days, enthusiasm and 
good humour all over the place, bands, soldiers, champagne, cigars, 
telegraph boys, sandmen, Lord Mayor, Sheriffs, and Common 
Councilmen, sailors, Colonials, Foreign Princes disguised in 
diamonds, show and sheen and gorgeousness everywhere. Baby 
princes and princesses, our own Princess—the QUEEN—lun- 
cheon, hilarity, illuminations, oblivion ! 


ONCE MORE, 


There were songs, and whoops, 
And a stirring crowd 

Of Colonial troops, 
And Princes proud 

In glittering groups 
That pranced and bowed. 


There were flowers and flags 
And foliage green, 
And swells in drags 
And heros seen 
On ee ha on 
And H.M. THE QUEEN! 
And the — cheered aud laughed with glee— 


It was something to do with the Jubilee! 
THe Sporrer. 
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JUBILEE DAY. 

The Robinsons were much flattered, at the same time a little 
confused, by the vast amount of attention they attracted. ‘They 
did not know they were sitting overa jewellet’s shop with its clock ; 
the people were looking at the time!! 


ees 





ei The Best-looking Policeman. 


ce hte Rn Stl oe ait 60 Ae tet 


(‘The superintendent of the Bedford Borough Police has just 
been placed in a scmewhat awkward position, in consequence of 
the receipt of a parcel addressed ‘To the best-looking single 
policeman in the force,’ ‘The parcel, on being unpacked, was 
found to contain a pair of stout braces. There are six single 
police-constables in the force, and, strange to say, each one claims 
to be the best-looking.”’— bide Press. } 


Bowsies with the handsome faces, 
Which one is to have the braces ? 
Kach one claims to be “the beauty ”’; 
So it is your chieftain’s duty, 

As he seems in a quandary, 

To insert an ad. for Mary 

(Or whoever sent the parcel) ; 

Let her view the six ones martial, 
And, as blushes her face cover, 
Say the one she'd like for lover ; 
He in whom best looks she traces, 
Certainly deserves the braces ! 
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Too Much of a Good Thing. 


Jamson.—“‘ Your wife has a beautiful voice, Stayout.” 
Stayout.— Yes; but it rather palls on me when I come home 
from the club at about three a.m.” 


A Desirable “Quick Change.” 


[The Transvaal burghers declared at a recent meeting that “ all 
caterwauling about paramountcy must end.” Mr. Fun thinks that 
a more formidable animal than Grimalkin might do well to have a 
voice in the matter. } 


THE caterwaul of a Transvaal cat 
The Transvaal burgher heard, 

And he jumped from bed like an acrobat, 
And he uttered a naughty word. 

“‘T recognise in that purr-ma-yow 
A subtle suggestion that 

To a Paramount Power I’m bound to bow; 
And I’ll slaughter that baleful cat!” 


He armed his arm with a cudgel stout, 
And he clothed his soul with spite, 
And into his garden he glided out 
Like a viciously vengeful sprite. 
His weapon he gripped with a firmness fit 
For a Ranjitsinbjian bat, 
And he swore he would make a “‘ boundary hit ”’ 
When he fell on that fiendish cat ! 


But, hark! what magic is here disclosed ? 
That wailing, in wondrous wise, 

To a different tune is metamorphosed ; 
And he back to his bedroom flies ! 

He locks the door; then full on his face 
In a fainting fit falls flat : 

For the ROAR OF A LION has ta’en the place 
Of the caterwaul of a cat! 








New Postal Rates. 
(On and after the 22nd of June, inland letters not exceeding four 
ounces in weight will pass for one penny; for those exceeding 


four ounces in weight, the postage will be one half-penny for every 
two ounces. | 


My fellow-scribes, with pocket low— 
Hurrah! Let us rejoice, 

With universal voice ! 

Four ounces a penny will go— 

The Eds, shall ‘‘ take their choice’’! 


We'll hurl them poems right and left, 
And stories by the score, 

Jokes, articles galore ; 

Of reason they’ll be soon bereft, 
Through the new postal law! 


My fellow-scribes, with shallow purse, 
This is owr Jubilee! 

To Norfolk bend the knee ! 

Though Editors may rave and curse, 
We'll ehout aloud with glee ! 


An Infallible Remedy. 


Gorger.—‘* I have an abnormal appetite, doctor. Can you give 
me anything to lessen it?” 
Doctor.—“ Certainly. Have a look at this acccunt you owe me!”’ 


Conjugal Amenities. 


Mr. Growler (severely).—‘* You should always weigh your words 
before you speak, Maria.” 
‘«. Growler,—“‘ Think so? Well, your ears would make very 
ZO scales!” 





Jealousy. 
Miss Charming.—“ Yes, I’ve had many a man kneel at my 
feet.” 


Miss Envi.—“ I should stick to onechiropodist, if I were you, 
dear!” 
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Mrs. Jump-T 
the other afte “noon, 
most out of place all the time I was there 

Lady Blewbludd. 
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SNOB-KILLING. 


‘*My dear Lady Blewblood, I called upon those new people, the Robinsons, 


‘and —well, I declare I could never visit such dreadful people ayvain. I felt 


> a 
10.6 


‘‘T have heard that they are rather exclusive.”’ 
(Compl le 71 it of V7 P -s 





Unsentimental. 


Now, I never can remember 
‘‘The house where I was born "’; 
Nor what I thought about the sun 
‘‘Which peeped at me” at dawn; 
And I can’t recall the garden, 
With its roses white and red, 
And the honeysuckle by the porch 
Must long ago be dead. 


But I very well remember, 
Though I was a little lad, 
When I stole my mother’s apples 
And the spanking that I had. 
And pon’r I just remember 
When I smoked ‘ my first cigar” 
What a feeling there came o’er me 
Of “he don’t know where he are.” 


Then I bitterly remember 
When, in spite of all the “ cram,” 
How I went up for the army 
And I failed in my exam, 
To this day I do remember, 
Tho’ it was so long ago, 
When I made my /irst proposal 
And the lady answerd, “ No.” 


Later on, too, I remember 

The black looks of my wile, 
When I flirted with my cousin 

I'd been friends with all my life. 
‘“‘T remember, I remember 

It was, come-—just let me see, 
When I stopped out late for supper- 

It was not the Jubilee. 


sut I always shall remember, 
Though I won't recall the scene, 
When my better half insisted 
She would know where I'd been. 
Though I said “ I can't remember ”’ 
Ask another ? '’—’twas no use, 
I had rather not remember 
Such a torrent of abuse. 


‘“‘T remember, I remember,” 
And, alas! it was no dream 
When I came home late and /ired, 
How my first-born son did scream. 
They told me he was teething, 
How I wished that he were not, 
Or were furnished at the starting 
With an artificial lot. 


‘*T remember, I remember,” 
There is Jones across the way 
Came to borrow half-a-sovereign 
Which he promised to repay. 
And I also do remember 
What he probably does not, 
That so far his faithless promise 
Is the only thing I’ve got. 
‘*T remember, I remember ’”’ 
Many things that are quite true, 
No balance at the bankers, 
And the rent is all but due. 
And if | don't remember, 
The landlord won't forget, 
So when next you pass my lodgings 
You will see a board —* To Let.” 


Loyalty, Unlimited. 


[At the St-ck Exchange, on the 
day before the Jubilee, ‘God Save 
the Queen” was sung by 45,000 
stockbrokers, their clerks, and their 
friends.— Daily Paper. | 


(JUITE apropos it seems to be, 

And likewise proper, right, and fair, 
That in the nation’s loyalty, 

The men of stocks should take 


their share. 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 


Winklepuff. 
“ DEFEAT OF THE ENEMY.” 


THe House of Winklepuff was once again in the ascendant. 
Ermyntrude had just vanquished her first foe, as I came pauting 
up, and was preparing for number two, who seemed eager for the 
fray. Lecth combatants showed signs that the battle had not been 
bicodless, our domestic’s face being one mass of scratches. What 

it would have b. en 
like after she had 
hig | De, ‘. finished the whole 
ye | twenty (even if she 
had been vie'c rious 
in every case) 14 
dreadful to con 
template. I push- 
ed my way throvgh 
the throng of ex- 
cited girls, and, 
raising my voice to 
stentorian tones, 
commanded si 
lence, If they 
would only listen 
to me for a few 
moments I knew 
iny persuasive elo 
quence would quel! 
the riot. 

“Told! hold! 
misguided fe 
males,’ | shouted. 
“Tlave you no 
respect for the 
dwelling of an 
honest citizen.” 

It had the desired effect, but only for a few moments Then 
someone said, ‘* Why, it’s the old buffer hisself,’”’ and I wes 
surrounded by the whole of them; gesticulating and talking at 
once. 

Amelia in one of her werst tantrums was as a dove compared 
with this vituperative assembly, 

There was a gleam in the eyes of the vanquished lady, and sie 
made towards me with ensanguined nails; but Ermyntrude saved 
me, 

“'I're, jest you come off that,” she said, pulling her back by all 
that remained of her back hair, and pushing her down the s'eps. 

‘* Now, then! Who's nect/”’ continued the little vixen, sparring up 
to a red headed dameel of some twenty summers. 

I got between them just in time to receive the first onslaught from 
both sides. There was no dodging it. They held my head a: in a 
vice, and I had to wait (ill they found out their mistake. 

\fter this little episode, the girls retired, evidently to hold a 
council of war, allowing me time to wipe the blood from my face. 
The armistice was not of a lengthy duration. ‘They came forward 
avain with vindictive glances, and we prepared to give them battle 
Whether their attack was to be directed against I’rmyntrude or 
myself 1 can never tell, for at that moment the street door opened, 
and I heard a terrible voice behind me exclaim, ‘ What means thi 
rioting? Stop at once! I turned. Amelia was standing in the 
doorway with anger depicted on every line of her face. 

The scene must have been an awful one to th: poor benighted 
girle. Iiven J quailed (accu tomed as I was) before thut dreadful 
frown; what mustit have been to them ? 

Only a few of the boldest stood their ground, the rest fled. 

Amelia sternly ordered Ermyntrude to go indoors. ‘Go! 
wretched minion!”’ she exclaimed. ‘The knives are yet to be 
cleaned.”’ 

She obeyed, after a few words with her fallen foe, who jeered at 
her discomfiture. 

Like a clever general, she retreated in good order, leaving this 
cheering remark behind 

“ Tt’s my night out to-morrow, and I'll find yer if I searches the 
whole of Hacton, I will. Yer ‘aint got much ’air left, but Ul 
fetch that off to stuff my kitchen chair with.” 

The little cannibal! She must get these gladiatorial instincts 
from her brute of a father. 

Amelia gently pushed her in. 

“ Now!” she said, turning to the remnant of the attacking force, 
“before sending for the police I will hear what you have to say in 
defence of your disgraceful conduct.”’ 
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‘‘Send for the perlice, indeed,” exclaimed the injured one, 
‘Send for ’em, see! And I’ll lock that gal of yourn up for assault, 
I will. The gent promises me the place, and when I comes after it 
I gets nearly massacreed, I do.” 

‘* You bad wicked girl,’ I said, indignantly. 
you the place, or any of you, either.” 

“ Oh! you naughty old story-teller,”’ they all exclaimed in chorus. 
Come on Liza. Come and tell your father and I[’ll tell Joe, and 
they’ll come round to-night. Send for the perleece, indeed, said 
the self-chosen captain of the group. After a cabinet council, 
during which they, no doubt, concocted some vile plot against my 
home and happiness, they went off convulsed with laughter, and 
shooting desultory remarks at us from any vantage point down the 
street. 

“That place ain’t no class.’ 


‘*T never promised 


‘‘T wouldn’t work for her at a 
pound a week.” ‘ Look at it”? (Amelia). ‘‘ No followers.” ‘No 
beer.”” ‘‘ Poor ole Johnny.” ‘‘ Won’t he cop it.” ‘ Good-bye old 
hundred and eleven.’’ The latter referred to my scratched face. 

tude and insulting. Yet they were gone at last, and I breathed 
a sigh of relief. When they were out of sight (we had to remain 
in in case they broke the windows), Amelia closed the door with a 
vicious slam. 

‘* Now Jeremiah Winklepuff,” she said hotly, ‘ perhaps you will 
enlighten me as to the outrageous behaviour of these wretched 
females. Are these the creatures you deemed suitable to serve in 
Melpomene Villa ?”’ 

‘No! madam,’ I replied. ‘They came here, as Telemachus 
would say, ‘on their own,’ The cause of the real disturbance rests 
with Ermyntrude. J/ told them all their services would not be 
required.” 

A half-smothered voice was heard outside the door. 

* Then I forgive yer! Yes, Ermyntrude forgives yer ! 

I was hee-trayed,”’ . 

‘* Ermyntrude,’’ I shouted savagely, ‘‘ come in here.”’ 

I said sternly, ‘‘ your father’s clothes shall not save you. 
instant dismissal, explain how it was you——”’ 

“Jeremiah,” said Amelia, “ how dare you interfere between my 
servant and me! Go to your work at once, Ermyntrude. And as 
for you, I’ll go round to the registry office this very minute and 
get the truth. There’s something more in this than meets the eye, 
and the next time I trust you with an important mission, may I be 
forgiven.” 

“T trust you may, my dear,’’ I replied, looking ruefully at my 
disfigured face, “‘ for I shan’t forgive you.” 

“ Don’t answer me, Jeremiah,” she snapped, and flounced out of 
the room and house, her eye with a“ fine frenzy rolling.” 

Would the 
woman at the 
registry prove 
true? If so, I 
was saved. / 


I thought 


‘* Now,”’ 
Before 





had told the 
truth. Would 
she? 


Telemachus 
came in soon 
after this. He 
went into shrieks 
of laughter when 
| told him my 
adventure, and 
said he would 
have given his 
new overcoat to 
have seen it 

“Say, dad,” he *T BoxED TELEMACHUS’ EARS.” 
said, **I should 
just like to start a show, and pass you off as a freak of nature. 
‘T'here’s money in it. Your face looks like Clapham Junction in a 
fit, or a map of London decorated for the Jubilee. Ha! ha! bal” 

lor the first time in my life I boxed Telemachus’ ears. 





A Jubilee Honour. 


Mr Curnpertr Quinrer, M.P., has been made a baronet. In 
view, however, of bis zeal for the cause of malt and hops, should 
he not have been raised to the “ beerage ’’—we beg Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson's pardon —we mean the peerage ? 


THERE are many women in this beautiful world who cannot even 
enjoy the sight of a rainbow in consequence of a haunting fear 
that the colours are not “ fast "’ and that it would not wash. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 

THE best performance of the week was, undoubtedly, Her 
Most Gracious Majesty’s Diamond Jubilee Procession, pregnant 
with power, resplendent in wealth, complete in detail. There 
Were Many amusing incidents, and conspicuous amongst them 


was Lord Mayor Faudel Phillip’s ride to Temple Bar, and bearing 
the Pearl Sword. 


Then over all, that he might be 
E\quipp’d from top to toe, 

His velvet cloak and tippet long 
He copiously did throw. 


Her Majesty duly touched the hilt, according to custom, and 
Georgy at once rode back to the Mansion House proudly bearing 
aloft the aforesaid ancient weapon. How the people did laugh. 


Now see him mounted once again 
Upon his handsome steed, 

And proudly prancing down the street, 
Dubb’d Baronet indeed. 


Now let us sing long live the QUEEN, 
And Phillips long live he ; 

And when sHE next doth ride abroad, 
May we be there to see. 


The weather was, as usual, Queen’s Weather. Happily there was 
nothing of any consequence to mar the Glory of Diamond Jubilee 
Day, which will never pass out of memory until the youngest 
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witness is no more. The most splendid Pageant that this Century 
has seen. 

“At Your Service.’’—Under this specious title Messrs. Mather 
and Crowther Limited, advertising contractors, of New Bridge 
Street, Ludgate Circus, ).C., have produced their second annual 
issue of ** Practical Advertising.’’ [t comprises over 500 quarto 
pages, is well bound, and contains a lot of valuable information both 
for advertisers and newsagents, It is published at the low price of 
3s. Gd. 

The Sandell Photographic Exhibition will open on or before 
July 12th at the Modern Gallery, 175, Bond Street, and will con- 
sist of over 400 subjects, the majority never before photographed, 
including the city companies’ halls, the Guildhall and Mansion 
House, Lincoln’s Inn, Gray’s Inn, Lambeth Palace, Westminster 
Abbey, Windsor Castle, the monuments in St. Gieorge’s Chapel 
and the Albert Memorial Chapel, Windsor; the Royal Mauso- 
leums, Frogmore; St. Peter’s, Rome; St. Mark’s, Venice, etc., 
ete. The exhibition will be open from 10 a.m. to 6 p.m., and 
from 7 to 10 p.m. daily, and there will be lantern illustrations 
and demonstrations on Wednesday and Saturday evenings. 

At the Aquarium a grand and loyal effect was realised during 
Tableau V. a Her Majesty the (Queen in Coronation 
Robes, 1838) by the rendering of ‘God Save the (jueen” by the 
organ and full band, and during Tableau If. (The (Queen, June 
22nd, 1897) by the singing of the National Anthem by Miss Bowles 
and Miss Lynton, the whole audience rising en masse and joining 
heartily in the singing. A further feature of the tableaux is a 
« weather chart,” giving the forecast twelve hours in advance. 
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3y THE *“* ENFANT TERRIBLE.’ 


\ D So President Kruger has released 

Yi Messrs. Sampson and Davies as a 

. Diamond Jubilee present to the British 
nation. Good! 





= * * * 


| \ Surely that the right way to behave is— 
The President’s mercy to Sampson and Davies, 
The very best present that Kruger e’er gave is 
The present of freedom to Sampson and Davies’ 
The banner of friendship more likely to wave is, 
Now that we've got back our Sampson and 
} Davies. 





\ There no more occasion to rant and to rave is 
O’er the position of Sampson and Davies. 


As we admire all that plucky and brave is, 
Three cheers for the Raiders and Sampson and Davies 
* * 
The Jubilee is over—-sanity May now supervene. 
* : 
Now that the Jubilee is ended, the days will consist of twenty- 
four hours as before. 


The Jubilee having been concluded, in time we may expect the 
shortest day on December 21st. 
* * Ke 


The Jubilee having come to a finish, it is thought likely that 
there will be high water at London bridge to-morrow at the proper 
time, 

* * * 


The Jubilee having passed away, the police will now permit you 
to cross the bridges, to wear a black necktie, to blow your nose, to 
say ‘'d——’’ as usual. 

f * 


The timber used in the erection of grand stands is to be used for 
the building of a gigantic workhouse for ruined speculators in 
seats. It is expected that a whole county will be required for the 


edifice. 
* 7 * 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 77.) 
BRITANNIA AND VICTORIA. 
A PATRIOTIC SONG, 
(Suggested by the Naval Review at Spithead, June 26th, 1897.) 

When Britain first at Heav’n’s command 
Arose from out the azure main, 
Her rocky cliffs their proud crests reared 
Which seas and foes might threat in vain 
The angels then @ promise gave 
That Britons ever should be free, 
While England to herself was true, 
Then England should command the sea, 


- —_—— 


The winds kissed all her cliffs along, 

And breathed a whisper of this song: 

“* For her ships shall sail the sea, 

And her sons be ever free, 

And her flag shall etand for freedom wheresoever it may be ; 
Never shall her glory wane 

From the year when there shall reign 

Victoria in Merrie, merrie England,” 


Look back to-day, ye Englishmen, 

And let your hearts be proud and high, 
You've seen the angels’ promise kept, 

As kept ’twill be for aye and aye. 

Our Drake and Nelson in their turn 
Have kept the flag we love from stain, 
We'll find new Drakes and Nelsons when 
The time to fight comes round again, 


Then shall the whole world see once more 

The sight it’s often seen before, 

“ For her ships shall sail the sea, 

And her sons be ever free, 

And her flag shall stand for Freedom wheresoever it may be ; 
Never shall her glory wane, 

From the year when there shall reign 

Victoria in Merrie, merrie England,” 


Our charter, blessed Freedom's pledge, 
Holds while we do our duty, too, 

"T will lapse if ever come the time 
When England’s not to England true. 
Build the ships, and man the Fleet, 
They’re the bulwarks of your right ; 
Let the world see England strong, 
Then there'll be no need to fight, 


There must be no wild alarms 

When our country calls ‘‘ To Arms,” 

“ For her ships shall sail the sea, 

And her sons be ever free, 

And her flag shall stand for Freedom wheresoever it may be ; 
Never shall her glory wane, 

From the year when there shall reign 

Victoria in Merrie, merrie England,” 


Another Candidate for the C.A. 


[Recently printing in Truth a letter from the Rev. Brooks, Mr. 
Labouchere hinted that its writer might soon find himself in the 
County Asylum. 

See newspaper reports of brutal assault on Mr. Labouchere in Old 
Palace Yard. | 





Ar Northampton’s senior member oft 

For his fatuous views we have sneered and scoffed. 

We have fought him tooth, we have fought him nail, 
We have bidden our truth against Truth prevail. 

We have smitten him hip, we have smitten him thigh, 
But at last for an armistice loud we cry. 

Letting political differings sink, 

We would fain assure him what thoughts we think 

Of the outrage (surely a madman’s whim) 

That was wrought by a cowardly wretch on him! 


Still in the future will Fun have need 

To gird at Labby’s political creed. 

But we cast, in this armistice-hour, our looks 

On his Delphic remark about Bounty Brooks 
With peculiar zest, and are glad to print 

(In the face of such dastard assault) a hint 

That the County Asylum might fitly run 

To the burden of housing—both Brooks and Son! 


JUNE 29, 1897, 
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eS 


CUSTARD 


POWDER. 
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‘‘FUN’S’’ FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, 


Containing a variety of useless and unreliable information. 


JANUARY, 


A Happy New Year to you all. 

Alfred Austin “ England's Darling,” 1896. Rejoicings 
at Penrhyn. 

Britannia “‘At Home.” Small and early. 

The Emperor William contributed a “sensational 

FUNDAY. alticle” to the Telegraph, 1896. 

Mr. Cecil Rhodes resigned the Cape Premiership, 
1896. Rejoicings of the original ‘Old Dutch.” 

Flying Squadron equipped, 1806. Collapse of William. 

The ‘Serpent of the Old Nile” caught by Cromer, ‘96. 

Exodus of Armenians from Turkey, 1897. 

Britannia “At Home.” 

The Palladium of American Liberty beautifully 

FUNDAY. em-bossed, 1896. 

British waiter first known as a fee male, Y.U. 

Tit Bits from the Works of Miss Corelli first known 

As Miss fits, 1#98. as Master pieces, 1896, 

New edition of ‘‘ Holy Moses,” by Miss Corelli, 1+97. 

Britannia “‘ At Home.” 

Arrival of Armenians in London. Warm reception 


FUNDAY. ‘by Jew sweaters. 
German Empire divided between France and Russia, 
1900. (preferred, 1497. 


Exodus of Armen‘ans from London. Constantinople 

Sarah Grand invents bonnet for new woman. A bee 
in it. 1897. Maccrockett, 1897. 

20th thousand of “Three of Scotch,” by Banian 

Britannia “ At Home.” 

Pneumatic “Tyres ’ a social bore, 1896. 

FUNDAY. 

Hal]! Caine invents copyright, 1896. 

Sir William Harcourt invents Foreign Policy, 1897. 

Resignation of everybody. 

Sir William appoints himself his own leader. Fire 

Britannia “ At Home.” works at Mal wood, 197. 
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I897TH PERFORMANCE. 


THE POET’S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY 
FOR 1897. 


JAN. 


Let the forthcoming year’s strange events be rehearsed 
By your poet, dear reader! I prophesy first 

That there’s many a man in this land of the free 
Who, though otherwise honest as honest can be, 
Will, by hook or by crook, do the utmost he can 

To escape from his dog-license payment in JAN. 

















SNAP SHOTS 


At A Port.—By an Ep. 









THERE were ten plagues of Egypt, and enough too 
by all accounts. If there had been an eleventh and 
that eleventh a poet, goodness knows what would have 
become of Egypt. Happily for Egypt it was nota 
literary nation at that time, and the poet was an un- 
known quantity; and so it escaped the poet plague. 
We have got him to-day, and I think we could do 
with some of the other plagues instead. ‘ Take back 
your boy, and send down the earthquake,” wired the 
cute Yankee to his friend ? who had confided to him 
for safety his most interesting olive branch. In like 
manner we should say, if we only knew who sent him, 
but alas! we don’t, ‘‘ Take back your poet and send 
us your most plaguey plague in stock!’ 






















PARADOXICAL. 


I’ve no hesitation in saying, 

That those who with fire get playing, 
May splutter, and gurgle, and choke, 
And die, though it all ‘‘ ends in smoke!” 



















ALMANAC. 








BALLADS OF BRIDE AND 
"-, BRIDEGROOM. 


Tur TO HER TRACHINGS. 


The Lord of Creation came rollicking home 
In the morning at one of the clock, ' 
With his guipea top-hat a disorganised dome, tld ! 
And his coat a demoralised “ frock.”’ i i 
From his zigzagging gait it was clear that aloof i} Ih | 
He had held not from somewhat of grog; ATs 
And his husky ‘ Goo’-ni’sh” to the cabman | 
was proof 
That bis speech was as thick as the fog! 


The Lord of Creation was blest with a wife ; 
And a trifle you’d certainly earn 
If you bet your last cent that, with virulence 
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rife, a. } mt y ‘ | \ | 
She was waiting her truant’s return. , hihi \\ | 
Ob, she called him to book in her haughtiest LU NW | F 
style! of i ! ; iy | 
Ob, she called him a brute and a beast! thee ci | 
But he mellowed the while to a bacchanal = <7 : 
a 41 And before her he flinched not the least. ' nat taba 
i | . , * = e 
ee The Lord of Creation upspake ; but we’d quake \ \ e 
% | To make public his sermon serene: // a B UL \\/ a [ 
" | Our compositor’s heart it would certainly break, f/f ] i f 1} f £ 
y _And might possibly break our machine! — Af Beal (UH \ | Wy yy /"" 
if | Yet, apart from singultus, its purport was this: Hf — tid Will | NV 
BY | You have mighty small reason for scoring ! / f y - , ay VN HY 
a4 | YOU TAUGHT MF, in times of our sweethearting Wy { nn i } \ | 
iis bliss, J i) | | ' rd \ | \ / 
e) To go home about one in the morning!!!” ys i roel iN i 
‘i T , — AT) th i i} ' j 
Q AN OLD SERVANT. | Ae NN | jp 
+ if 1] | \ | 
‘This is a copy of one of the Old Masters,” fy, cae | i} ' | \\} | | i\ 
said the auctioneer, holding up the portrait of bine | | |] | | \\ / 
a gentleman-in ancient attire. - iN) it ‘\ a 
‘*] s’pose, sir,” asked a stout, ruddy-faced a Mt) | ~_- i 
woman, ‘you ‘aven’t got any copies of old = = 





mistresses, ‘ave you, sir? I should dearly like 
to come across a portait of my old mistress. 


+9) 


She was as good a soul as ever was ! 


OUT OF REACH. 


THE POET’S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY 




















— FOR 1897. 
‘‘FUN'S'’' FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, FEB 
Containing a variety of useless and unreliable information’ There is many a girl (on the twenty-ninth day 
Of the second month born) who will weep with dismay 
FEBRUARY. O’er her birthdayless plight. There’s a bright little 
Ok See am oe sprite 
1M ee Se Cupboard” discovered by Rontge! Up above us, called Cupid, who’ll weave with delight 
» Tu FUNDAY. (By Saint Valentine helped) a Penelope’s web 
8 W Skeleton and Rontgen Rays Cain. Around love-smitten laddies and lassies, in Fres. 























1 Th Parisian suicide’ first known as a case of temporary 
in-Seine-ity. ™ 
5 Ff Football edition of evening contemporary appears 
appropriately printed in black and blue, 1897. 
68 Football reports in same printed in plain English, SNAP SHOTS 
7 tritannia ** At Home.” same year, 
SM “My Pretty Jane” appears in “ blooms on the AT A Boy—By a Ma. 
9 Tu FUNDAY., Rye,” 1897. . 
NS 10 W_ Boers converted and Europe diverted, 1896. Boys are—boys are, well, there, I can’t tell you what 
’ + a — —- hep ara opp d at vf tminster, 1896, they are, and that's the truth. There aren’t words to 
mn Wh ey temoved to Chamber o orrors, 1807, . arly wi) , oe y 5 i 
\ 183 8 Nansen reaches the North Pole, 1806—Reuter. — yg amy they kod. : defy anpendy - ane 
14§ Britannia * At Home ” Dalziel 16m. owever, every ody who has got boys knows | 
\N 15 M Nansen passes the Pole and goes further north pretty well what they are, so there’s no occasion for 
\\ ie a Ae cr PAO os aida Diatditeas > me to tell them. As for those who have'nt got any, | 
i rre SUCCESS O e*’' st.George'’s KLiection Petition, - > < : . : 
\ a farce in one Act of Parliament, 1896. they may thank their stars, and if they want to know 
\\ 18 Th “Making it Warm for Him,” a problem play by any more about them, let them study those of their 
—- o — pv ate ~ Laeenms, 1897. neighbours well before they think of trying to get anv 
9 fb Mr. Clement Scott says “* Well to be Shaw!” : . ’ 
20 S “St George's Election Petition,” ‘‘ Oh, that we Two of their own. Then if that does’nt choke them off 
were Maying,” by Willis and Jelf.” trying, nothing will. 
21S Britannia “ At Home.” 
22M “St. George’s E.P.,” “Oh, Mr. Marks: or, Her 
Golden Hair was Hanging down Her Back,” by 
23 ‘Tu FUNDAY. fess Benn A DIFFICULT FEAT. 
24 W Examination of Heroes in Roman History, Y.U. 
25 Th Cincinnatus “ ploughed” again. Jarber Vr ele) —* a ' 
See Sec. Pieler Gh aek Read # , Barber (to Mr. Jokle). Hair cut, shampoo, or 
27 8 Romulus and Remus a “ double first Shave, sir : : 
28 Britannia “ At Home.” ; Mr. Jokle— All three; and I want ’em done 
Y.U.—Year unk simultaneously !”’ 
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Irate Amateur.— Look here, Jacobs, I can’t play Hamlet in this absurd dress; it’s shameful bringing such a costume down 

on the night of performance.” 
Y il - nl . , ‘ + = . } . . . ° ’ 

_ Costumeer (with withering contempt).—* Nopotty said_yer could play it in anythink; but, I thay, just a vord—are you Sir’Enry 

Irving, or a bloomin’ hamatoor ?” | 
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‘** FUN'’S‘' FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, 
Containing a variety of useless and unreliable information. 


MARCH. 


‘ Down with the Dust,” a ditty set to a March air for 
wind instruments, Y.U. 
FUNDAY. 
Sudden collapse of the Scottish Dialect Novel, 1898. 
Rise of the British Hebrew School, same year. 
‘¢‘The Kosher Butcher, and other Stories,” by Solomon 
sarnett. 
‘Old Clo’ Idylls,” by Iky Mo. 
3ritannia ‘** At Home.” 
‘¢ The Little Pawnbroker,” by Benjamin Davis. 
FUNDAY. 
The Emperor sends his portrait to Kruger, 1807 
Kruger wants to know “* Who he’s in £ultan of ?” 
‘¢ St. George’s E.P.” still on. New songs, new 
roars of laughter,” 1896 
Advance to Dongola Sudanly decided on, 1806. 
sritannia ** At Home.” 
Honor of John Morley. ‘‘ Wants to know, you know.” 
FUNDAY. 
Paris Exhibition fer 1909 decided on, 1896. The 
Emperor decides to make an exhibition of himeeif. 
Chronology at a discount. Destructicn of Egyptian 
Dates, 1896. 
Dancing Dervishes taught the British Square dances, 
Their dancing master made exorbitant charges. 
Britannia ‘ At Home.” 
“The Star Spelling-book” published, 1897. 
FUNDAY. 
Alliance between revolting daughters and shrieking 
sisters, 18V7. 
Mothers’ meeting and riots in woman's sphere. 
Egypt hails Britain as de-fender with the fire-irons. 
‘ Alt the fat being in the fire ” a Kitchener is sent to 
Britannia “ At Home,” the front. 
Sittingbourne, Y.U. 
FUNDAY. 
Introduction of Education Bill. Delight of every 
body, 1896. 


THE POET’S THREE-LETTER {PROPHECY 
FOR 1897. 
MAR. 


A sound from dark places will darkly emerge 

As of groaning and creaking : -the woebegone dirge 

Of the pawnbroker’s shelves, as their burden they 
mourn, 

Of a myriad warm coats which in winter were worn, 

On the fancies of old men will Quarter Day jar, 

While the young men’s to love will turn lightly, in 
MAR. 


SNAP SHOTS 


Ar A Ma By a Bot, 


[nave gotama. Most bois have got mas, and a 
many of ’em wish they had’nt. Some children, bois 
and gals two, haven’t got any ma, and are always 
wishing they had. Young folks is much like grown 
ups, never know when they’re well off. Some 
chappies’ mas is real nice, not so their chil’n; rather 
the other way round. My ma is’nt half bad, but 
my chum Tommy Tucker has got 1 ever so much 
nicer. I like Tommy’s ma better’n mine, and I’ve 

roposed to him more’n once to change mas with 
bim, only he don’t seem to see it, or his ma and pa 
don’t. Say it would come to changing children as 
would’nt be natural. Natural be bothered. What's 
the odds so long as you’ve got a child for your money ? 
After all my ma’s right enough as mas go, ‘cept 
when she wants to give me physic, and I won’t have 
none of it. Then things bum a bit I can tell you. 
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THE BALL-ROOM GIRL. 


Tue ball-room girl is not a distinct woman—she is a section of 
women. She is sub-divided into many types. There was once a 
brain belonging to the section, but owing to these sub-divisions it 
is now only microscopically apparent. The types are equally 
chaiming, naturally. The Rotating Girl is probably one of the most 
best known specimens. She is the girl who keeps her unfortunate 
partner hard at work from the opening wheeze of the cornet until 
the last squeak of the violin. Her definite position in the scale of 
humanity is difficult to determine with accuracy, but her partner’s 
is very generally recumbent at the end of the dance. Then thereis 
the girl who talks a lot and says nothing, the Wordy Girl. We all 
know that girl. She is the most prolific and the most fascinating 
of the large Ball-room family. I used to look upon her as being 
unique, but Edison has recently made a machine which resembles 
her strongly. It is called the Phonograph. His machine, how- 
ever, does give vent to an idea sometimes. That seems to prove 
that even Edison has not been equal to the perfection she has 
achieved. I have found that her position in Society is the most 
exalted—the empty vessels invariably float. Another ornament in 
the ball-room is the Gently Languid Girl, who I need hardly inform 
you occasionally masquerades as the Sentimental Girl. Thereisa 
peculiar, dreamy, far-asay look deep seated in the lustrous eyes of 
this girl which forbids her being confounded with any other branch 
of the family. It is a curious look, a sort of meditative look ; it is 
as though she were wondering what your weak point was and 
whether your prospects were good, That, of course, is quite a 
mistake. She does not dance much. She is tired—so easily tired 

and the chivalrous instinct, which, bad as men (with the exception 
of you and me) are, is essentially a feature of their character, for- 
bids them to force her to continue. The heat of the ball-room is 
so overpowering, and the conservatory is so cool and—but you all 
know the sequel. Her position in the world is a reclining one—on 
her partner's shoulder. Then there is the wallflower. She never 
changes. ‘‘ Men may come and men may go, but she sits still for 
ever.’’ Why she ever goes to a ball room at all used at one time to 
cause me much thought. But one day by accident I took up a 
book wherein I found recorded the interesting fact that the ancients 
used to seat a skeleton at their feasts. The mystery was explained. 
I wondered no longer. The Wallflower’s position in Society was 
revealed. It was, is, and ever will be a warning. I conclude, 
not because I have exhausted the many sub-divisions of the fair 
devotee of human top-spinning, but because time and space are so 


short ard woman is at dressing so long. 
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Landlady. 

New Lodger 
called, don't y 
quietly, 





very quietly, 
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Qaodb US — 


STEADY, THERE! 
‘Then you would like to be called at eight, sir ? 
(with retiring allowance).—** Well, no; not exactly 
ou know. But the girl might mextion the time th:n, 
in case I should be asleep. 


THE POET’S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY 
FOR 1897. 
APR. 


See ea ngs See 


‘*FUN'S’’ FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, 
Containing a variety of useless and unreliable information. 


From the stars in their courses I clearly can see 
That the Day of the Primrose devoted will be 
To an extra consumption of toddy and malt; 











APRIL. 


of Harry Marks, 1596. 


Revival of prize-fighting. 
Th The Bishops discuss E. 
dueling 








> Th Brutus and Cassius, 
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complications, L897. 
8S Britannia “ At Home.” 
) Tu FUNOAY. 

North Pole.” Reuter 


and laughing. 


Wh 





Th Withdrawal of “St. George’s FE. P.” 
B. in private. 


f * senior wranglers,” 
> Fk The Capitoline Geese “ plucked,” Y.U. 
S Bob Strikes turned outof Monte Carlo. 
M Mr. Jackson discovers North Pole, 1896 
W Dr. Nansen reported to have said, “ 


Th Attend to your garden. Take stock of y 


' fit 38 ill \ “9 Th “ Missing Jacksoa” e mipetith on started - ihe 
if il ‘ y 4 ' 30 F Sophoclk . died, Y.U. Mr. Bernard 


Canonisation 
Fleet Street yearly. 
F Spring Poets with insatiable swallows observed in 
8S  Paddy-rewski leads the Lrish Party, 1899. 
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International 


Dalziel. 
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ur stocks, 
Bill, 196. 


nswers.” 


Shaw still 


Yet the Beaconsfield cult will be nowise in fault. 

Easter Monday, you see (when blithe bacchanals 
caper) 

Will fall on the Day of the Primrose, in Apr 


By a ’ARRIET. 
I tell you he’s the 
I used to 


At A ’ARRY. 
Don’t talk to me about ‘Arry ; 
most ojus, disrepitabal cud upon the ’erth. 


KF The Teachers discuss Fk. B. Awful massacres. 

8 Comic Duet by Lord Salisbury and Sir John Gorst, go out with a ’Arry, but never no more—not for 

g ee ae ee me. Larst Bank Ollerday we was cut together, and 
Se Meee af Dene Maen copiteed F 8T. went to ’Ampstead, where he behaved most outrajus. 

‘Tu FUNDAY. Spent all his money upon his own blessed self in 

W Cesar “ passed” (‘he Rubicon) “ with honours,” ¥.U. getting—well, in mixin’ his drinks and getting into 


such a state as no decent girl could be seen with. 
Then he wanted me to stand, and because I did'nt 
see it he clumped me on the heal before all the 
people, and tried to tear my hat. But he could’nt 
get hold of it, and I danced upon‘ his instead, and 
made tracks for home by myself; and never see 
no more of him, and don't want ter. Get out with 
yer ‘Arries, and give me a G’rilla—a wi'd Matterbeely, 


S Britannia * At Home.” games a val, yearly. 

5 M Olympian games revived at Athens, L896. limp-ian ———— ~ 
Tu FUNDAY. 

7 W Nonconformists discuss Education in pubii SNAP SHOTS 





single, dk uble, 

I Cardinal Vaughan declares in favour ducation or a& boy burglar, like we reads about in the p.noy 
24S Hugh Price Huches becomes a Unionist, 1806, dreadfuls. 
© § Britannia “ At Home.” 
26 M Clip your hed es and hedge your bets. a > » it ee 

tu FUNDAY. i 7 It is easier to tell the truth than to tell a lie, but 

W Mr. Jackson reported to be missing, 1897. Dalziel 

some people like hard work. 


THE people who apparently take the most interest 
in a foreign play are those who don’t understand the 
language 
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Bad 


ROT aE STS eae epee 























. ‘I repeat aga‘’and againsh 











thisyere beds dampsh 


shall give’m not’sh on er morrowsh!”’ 
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MAY. 


Dancing round the Pole, instituted by Jackson and 

Britannia “ At Home,” Nansen, 1897. 

‘“‘Here’s to our next merry ‘meeting!’” Curates’ 

FUNDAY. toast—and water. 

Re-organisation of European Concert, 1896 

Czar as * Mr. Johnson,” vice William the Great. 

William appointed comic “corner-man.” To be 
known as the Pomeranian “ ; 

John Bull appointed to sing seconds 

Britannia “ At Hom-.” 

Missing Link discovered in Berlin. The discovere1 
imprisored. Matter hushed up, 1897. 

FUNDAY. 

Billy Doux torn, Y.U. [music by Blumen-thal, 1897. 

Long-fellow’s *‘ Psalm of Life,” appropriately set to 

Blacking invented by Browning at Reading, Y.U. 

The Silver Question answered by Bub Tanner, Y.U. 


Britannia “‘ At Hore.” 

‘“Ven-ez-uela?” A Dutch Question, Y.U. An 

FUNDAY. English Question, 196. 

Locke first president of the House of Keys, Y.U. 

Muzzling order enforced on the Isle of Dogs, 1896. 

Discovery of Gold in Paris. Rejoicings in Russia, 
1896. 

Invention of Soft Soap in St. Petersburg. Fire- 

Britannia “ At-Home.” {works in Paris, 1896 

God B ess our Gracious Queen. 

FUNDAY. ‘litt entirely suspended. 

The Czar Crowned, 1896. All the old effects; free 

The Alhambra buiit by the Moors, Y.U. License 
refused by the Holy Inquisition, 1569. 

The Oli Lady of Threadneedle Street dec ines to 
pay interest—on principle, 1898. 

Europe deéiares war on Britain. Marveilous rise of 
Consols, 1+0 in the shade, 1909. 

Britannia ** At Home.” of 8.A , 1896. 

Mr. Chamberlain discovered South Africa, Surprise 

y.! Year Unknow? 


Jones.’ 


and small. 


FUN ALMANAC. 





au’th’ cola’snough t’ skin a monk’ysh 








Painf'l dutish, 


THE POET’S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY FOR 1897. 
MAY. 


This month (though a merry one called) we shall pass 
In starving, in stinting, in saving up brass. 

By the bygone Bank Holiday beggared were we ; 

Yet the seventh of next month will another one see. 
So to hoard a few pounds for that rollicking day, 

We shall batten on butterless bread crusts in May. 





SNAP SHOTS 


At A Mary. 


By A ATKINS. 

What they means by calling ’em all Maries, every servant 
girl, whether pretty or otherwise, or cook or housemaid, is 
what beats me. It’s a pretty name enough, but they can't 
be all Maries, but so they are according to some people; 
comic and newspaper men, I believe, like their impudence. 
My girl’s name isn’t Mary—its well—-Attention—sStsnd at 
ease—and call her Mary if you insists upon it. It’s a nice 
name, as I said, and she’s a nice girl, which our colonel 
himself hasn't got one nicer, as I’ve seen em all, and I 
know what I’m sayin. And I've seen her missuses young 
ladies too, and they aint in it with my ‘‘ Mary.” She’s— 
see her when she’s dressed to come out with me and you'd 
say she’s a Well, s’elp me ten men if I know the words 
tnat fit her. You see I’m not used to the pen, which they 
say its mightier than the sword, but not in hands. Buta 
bayonet’s more in my line than either. 


SEIZED THE OPPORTUNITY. 


He. —“I ought to ask your father for you, darling, but I 
am really afraid to broach the subject in case he might 
well, kick me out.”’ 

She (sweetly).—“ Oh, it’s alright, George, dear; papa has 
the gout in his right foot.” 

He (starting up).—" Then I'll seize the opportunity, pet 


qo? 
‘ 
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ENGLAND'S XMAS 


Lorp ScatrerR CasH WARBLES:— .. 
The Xmas Belles of England, | 
How beautiful and grand! | 
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‘‘FUN’S’' FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, 


JUNE. 


FUERDAY. (Hugh Price Hughes a Tory. 

Mr. Gladstone writes on “ Anglican Orders,” 1896. 

Persimmon won Derby, 1896. Anti-Gambling League 
at a discount. nounce Sultan. 

Armenian Agitation. Peckham Episcopalians de- 

Mr. William Watson denounces Sultan. 

Britannia “ At Home.” words or rhymes. 

“ England’s Darling ” says that he is too shocked for 

FUNDAY. 

Mr. Lewis Morris says that “ it just shows you.” 

Dr. Jameson at Bow Street, 1896. 

Clive at Marlborough Street, Y.U. 

Sir Francis Drake at the Mansion House, Y U. 

Britannia “ At Home.” 

William the Conqueror at Thames Street, Y.U. 

FUNDAY. 

Dr. Jameson out on bail, 1896. nizances,” B.C. 56. 

Julius Cesar in England “on his own recog- 

Alexander the Great fails to put in an appearance. 
His bail is estreated, B.C. 331. 

Belisarius “ committed for contempt,” 563. 

Britannia “ At Home.” 

Education Bill in extremis. Clergy sent for. 

FUNDAY. body. 

Collapse of Education Bill, 1996. Delight of every- 

Hugh Price Hughes returns to the Liberal fold. 

Li Chang visits Bismark, 1896, and they discuss old 
times and old china. (German manufactures. 

The Emperor visits Li Chang with samples of 

Britannia “ At Home.” {price list. 

The German Chancellor visits Li Chang with special 

PUNDAY. 

Li Chang earnestly requested to see that “ Made in 
Germany ” is stamped on Chinese bayonet, and to 
take no other. British authorities given as re- 
ference. 


¥.t Year Unknown 
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BELLES. 
VOICE FROM THE REAR :— 
How about that drop of Dunville ? 
Delicious—good old brand! 














THE POET’S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY FOR 1897. 


JUN. 
Should Providence answer the prayer and the plea 
Of all Britons, whatever their rank or degree, 
I foresee in this month expositions so vast 
Of a national joy as will ne’er be surpassed. 
How entirely our Lady Victoria has won 
All our hearts will once more be made patent in Jun. 


SNAP SHOTS 
At A Arkrns—By A Marky. 

Wuy to goodness they calls them all Atkins, or Tommy 
Atkinses, is what I can’t make out, but they do; even gents 
like Mr. Kudyard Ripling, no, I mean Ripyard KudlJing, as 
knows everything about them, so I suppose it must be right. 
But I don’t call my young man Tommy or Atkins either, 
which are’nt his names at all, but never you mind what they 
are. I’m not going to tell you his names till they come 
to be mentioned in the Gazette for distinguished service. 
Which he’s a Corporal in the Guards, and as fine a young 
fellow as ever shouldered arms or took the Queen’s shilling, 
and keeps it to this day with a hole drilled through it and a 
ribbon in it, and means togive it to me if ever he goes away on 
foreign service. It’s proud of him I am, as the Queen her: elf 
~~ to be, and would be if she only knew him pussonally, 
as let’s hope she will some day when she comes to deckyrate 
bim with her own R’yal hands. 











SORE. 
“Did papa make a favourable impression on you, 
Augustus?” asked the young lady of her beau, who had 
just had his first interview with her father. 


‘No, darling, he did not /’’ replied Augustus emphatically, 
as he ruefully rubbed himself. 
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THE DEPUTATION. 


Beside his cosy study fire 
There sat a tired M.P. 

To snatch a moment’s hard earned rest— 
A busy man was he. 


To him, with a mysterious air, 
A gorgeous footman came, 

Of noble and commanding mien, 
(Yet he was very tame). 


‘*A hundred gentlemen,” quoth he, 
Are waiting down bslow; 

They say they’re your constituents, 
And bid me let you know. 


‘* They wish to see you sir, at once, 
And will not go away 

Without an explanation of 
Your voting yesterday.”’ 


Then spoke that choleric M.P , 
With countenance irate : 

‘“‘Confound their beastly impudence ! 
Just Jet the cwt.”’ 


BRACING, 


‘‘ Have you ever triéd ‘Tuffer’s Tonic,’ sir? ’’ 
asked the chemist ofa customer. 


‘* No; I haven’t. What's it for? ”’ 
“ Bracing up the system, sir.” 


* Wo, I don’t want any,” said the customer, 
thotightfully, giving his trousers a hitch, for he 
had a wife who didn’t believe in sewing on 
buttons. * ‘*‘ Now if,” he continued, “it was for 
bracing up the trousers, I would take a bottle, 



































VERY TRUE. 
Dora.—* What do you mean, Mr, Muffit? I don’t understand you.”’ 


Little Muffit (who has done his best at a proposal).—* Really, Miss Dora, I cannot 
possibly make myself any plainer.” 











but my system is braced up enough, thanks.” 
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‘*FUN’S’’ FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, 
Containing a variety of useless and unreliable information 


JULY: 


Th Eve tempted by the Sea-Serpent yearly. 
F Adam tempted by Eve to leave the Domestic Eden. 








S Collapse of Adam, departure of the family to the 
sea-side. 

S Britannia ‘“ At Home.” 

5 M A-corn first grown on a boot-tree Y.U. 

> Tu FUNDAY. 

W “Fish out of water” discovered in Fin-land, 1898. 

Th Invasion of Englané by Ancient and Honorable 
Artillery Company, 1896. 

Great discussion of Bimetalism in U.S.A., 1896. 

Bryan discovered that “ speech ” is “ silvern,” 1896. 

Britannia “ At Home.” 


nn 















McKinley's “ silence ’ considered “ golden,” 1896. 
Tu FUNDAY. 
‘W Li Cheng visits President Faure, 1896. [champagne 
Th President Faure visits Li Chang with somuties of 
*) ae.” F Li Chang pleased with samples, goes to Epernay 
\4 ie 08 , with tasting order. {everything. 
‘ » Vb ix 178 Affability of Li Chang, asks prices, and samples 
yn) \ \\ WN 18 S Britannia “ At Home.” fall right, go ahead,” 1897. 
7) ‘ 1} )) A} 19 M Report of the Venezuela Commission. “ Everybody 
7" } 7 20 Tu FUNDAY. 
) )~ bie \\\ 21 W President McKinley orders Spain to leave Cuba, 1898. 
yy, 3 22 Th Spain frantic. Orders McKénley to go to the-—— 
me. \ \\y 23 F . Spanish force meets Insurgent Cubans in the open ; 
Nyy both armies entirely destroyed. [riots. 
248 Spain sends another army to restore order. Awful 
295 $ Britannia “ At Home.” 
“ 2 26 M President McKinley displays the Banner of the 
>) Profit and invades Cuba at the head of his 
y) y 27 Tu FUNDAY. [ millionaires. 
I)" 'Y'| 28 W Dr, Jameson sentenced, 1896, 
y] {') 29 Th Joan of Arc sentenced to hard labour, Y.U. 
Fa )) 280 F Garibaldi on the treadmill, Y.U. 
/ 818 Mazzini a second-class misdemeanant, Y.U. 


Y.U.—Year unknown. 
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THE POET’S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY FOR 1897. 


JUL. 


Poor paterfamilias now will have dearth | 

Of delight, as-he wonders, where, where, upon earth 

He can capture spondulicks to pay for the jaunt 

To the sea-side, which—hang them—his womenfolks want. 
City clerks, in the meantime, will fill themselves full 

Of the gladness of kamarband. wearing in Juv. 


ne nen ne ee re ™ a —~ : 


SNAP SHOTS 


At an Eprror.—By a Port. 


Eprrorns! I’m sick of them. I've tried them pretty 
nearly all, and there isn't one with a spark of poetic feeling 
in his composition. ‘ Declined with thanks,” indeed. A 
fig for their thanks, I say. Wish they were in a decline, 
every man Jackofthem. As a matter of fact, it’s refreshing 
to know that a good many of them are, and serve ’em right. 
They do pop off very suddenly every now and then, and it 
must be decline that is the matter with them, though it’s 
said to be worry and work at high pressure and that sort of 
bosh. Pressure indeed-—i'd press ‘em if I'd my sc ne a 
cider press or something that would regularly squelch them. 
Then perhaps they’d make paper or something useful, which 
they certainly ain’t as they are now. 
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BLACK LOOKS. 
Shoeblack (to negro).~-‘‘ Polish yer boots, sir? "’ 
Negro (gruffly).—" No!” 
Shoeblack.—“ Polish yer face, sir ? 

it ain’t got enough shine on it ter my idea 





It’s black enough, but 


a 


TueEre is only one person whom you really take pleasure 
in helping, and that is yourself. 
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“ SPOOF.” 


THE English language has become of late a mighty jargon, 
And if you try to understand, you'll make a sad, sad bargain. 
Its ever, ever shifting, and its ever, ever new, 

So yay attention and I'll try to prove the facts to you. 


Our deir forefathers were, you know, fond of their native tongue, 
It quits sufficed for all their needs, and all they said or sung 
Was couched in plain, good English, and so, on their behoof 


I mean to raise my voice against what moderns now call ‘ Spoof.” 


They've turned it topsy-turvy and they’ve turned it upside down, 
That language which was formerly our glory and renown ; 

They talk a modern “ lingo,”’ I pray you keep aloof, 

Ard do not be a “ party’ to the modern game of “ Spoof.”’ 


The author of our being, he’s called ‘‘Governor ”’ just now, 
Would feel disturbed if he were told he’s “‘ kicking up a row,” 
And our lady mother would no doubt, “ go dotty on the roof,”’ 


If she owned a “kid” who “ gambled”’ in that dreadful game of 


ngs called ‘‘sisters,’’ oh! they’re getting just as bad; 
They talk of about their “ bikes,’ and say that that’s the newest 


And when they're out a walking they say they ‘‘ pad the hoof,” 
[hey've ‘‘gone barmy on the crumpet” in this modern game of 
In sh t's get rather “ hot,” and we're “‘ right up a tree 

How v iL ¢ f ‘ chortle,” and when s! we be free 

ky } ud their * mashes ’ It isn’t worth the 


They drive me off my ‘ chump”’ with their 


, Spoof 


confounded game of 


SERVED. 


Ir? hle Waiter ( avagely, to customer),—* Wot do you keep on 
callin’ me for? You're running me off me legs. Wotdo you want 


how Sauce 





(‘ontaining a variety of useless and 





oS siT W tT! 
“2S Hritannia “ 
oy OM Armenia 


24 Tu PUNDAY. 


At Home.” 
(Agitation. 





AUGUST. 
1S Britannia “ At Home.” 
2M ‘“Ampstead ’erself agine.” Yearly. 
FUNDAY. 
} tol i 4 A fie i 
Battersea le ed 
Ital Hf } sO " 
' i I ni nace ' 1 
| \ ik 
; 4 ‘ j 
‘I Have 1 t 
| i FUNDAY. Ba f ( 
| \ 7 ( se hye 1sO9 
}e iy } }j oO) 
i i | ‘ il ‘ YTAWNDS, } 
14 j tral ps and a moral,” by ’Ar1 
1 : Britannia ** A Hi ne 
I Eevadne’s kngagement, or Warking 
| FUNDAY. 
is W Cockney School Denounced by Andrew L 
Li] knoru ales of Cockney School. 
A) f (;sreat Competitive Liberal Organ Recita 
Chronicle Office, 1806 


ALMANAC, 














Customer (vromptly).—**.No, you've given it me! ”’ 
— | To THE 
= " < — ONLY | 
. ; TRA iN 
~ Saime sea & 
‘“FUN'S'’ FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, 


inreliable information. 


nery "All 
et Obhbs. 
(sat) 


» by Saire 


ing. 


1 at Pail 


Harcourt appointed Organ grinder. 


Baptists. 


Sultan denounced by Brixton 


Surprise of ever y body. 


inrivalled 


galaxy 
3, 1807. 


2> W Sultan serenaded by European Concert, 1896. 
‘> Th Massacre at ¢ onstantinople 
7 I “The Cgar on Tour.” New scenery: 
ttractions, 1806 
} er William on Tour.” Perfect 
talent; money turned away at the doo 
iS unnia “‘ At Hamme.” 
\] inet! Jose ] npn on Tour,’ Dp 
ve ry ré | rhe lé | rig ‘ nt LUIS 
FUNDAY. 














PiuemmertC?. 


A great favourite just now with the theatre-going and novel- 
reading public :— 
THE WOMAN WITH A PAST, 
In this case a very recent past. 


THE POET’S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY FOR 1897. 


AUG. 
Ye Byron-like lovers of creatures canine, 
Come, howl with my howling! Come, join in my whine! 
In the month that I sing of a poor little skye 
Will be doomed to a deep disappointment; and why ? 
With the end of the dog-days, that fool of a ‘‘dawg”’ 
Will have hoped to be freed from his muzzle (!!) in AuG. 


SNAP 
ATA 


TuerRe’s ’Arriets and ’Arriets, if you can understand that, 
though I don’t say as I can, but it’s a way people have of 
sayin’ things. Meaning to say as how some is nice and 
almy,and others—well, something else. More crab apples 
than jam. At least, that’s what I mean, especially that last. 
That’s a sort of ’Arriet I used to go out with, but I’ve done 
with her, leastwise till I gets hold of her ag’in and gives her 
something for herself, as called me a cad and a “‘griller,”’ 
whatever that may be. Jumped upon my ’at too she did the 
last time we was out together, and flattened it, and upset me 
into a drain; and all becos I’d spent every blessed a’penny I 
had upon her, and wanted her to stand our larst drinks and 
our trains home, and I’d make itall right nexttime. That's 
a nice sample of ’Arriet for you, ’yn’t it. No more of that 
brand for me, thank you. 


SHOTS 


ARRIET.—LBy A ’ARRY. 


HE OFTEN FELT IT. 


T mm Henpr De ‘<The pen is mightier than the 
sword,’ ain’t it pa 
lr. Fi Ma my | it it rall trikes 
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CHRISTMAS EVE AT THE TOMKINS. 

Aunt Mariah, at the Ladies’ Sunflower Club, sings a song, but strange to say no one seemed to notice or hear Fido’s share of the performance. 

| 2A. - 

THE POET'S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY 

£=ZZ FOR 1897. 

' ee, 

fone sa 

a FUN’S’’ FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, SEP 

| Containing a variety of useless and unreliable information. (he shooters of partridge a crow in their pride 
O’er the leisureless loons who in cities must bide. 

SEPTEMBER. Yet in partridgeless London, with (Quarter Day near 

W News for sportsmen—‘ Birds shy Cambridgeshire Of some sportsmanlike shooting we'll certainly hear 

2 Th Sportsmenreply, ‘Why? Wire.” teuter, Oh, the aim will be faultless, and ate althy the step, 


* Reply Sportsme ‘The reason, like ‘ds 9 
EF Reply to Sportsmen, The reason, like the birds Of the merry mad moon-shooter ‘‘ movin in Sri 




















3 . 
will keep.— Keeper.” 
4S Sportsmen retort, ‘ You son of a gun.— Gunner.” 
5S Britannia “* At Home.” 
6 M Sad case of swellhead The editor of Radical daily 
| has to leave his oftice by the window, 1897. 
. | 7 Tu FUNDAY. SNAP SHOTS 
7 8S W Mr. William Watson having exhausted his own , ' 
p stock of vituperative adjectives, calls Sultan a At A PIG By A Pappy 
¢ “Brimstone beast,” 1897. - - ae 
i 9 Th Sultan goes mad ala Mrs. Smallweed, and chatters, THE pig niag Och thin, "tis an illigant baste, 
H - [wenty patriarchs in the Bosphorus, twenty; the craythur, but, bedad, it has a way wid it whi 
¥ | tnousand Arment sin ¢ “4 . . . P 
: 10 F Sultan te P +? S ahaales e ae isnt always your way, and it sometimes lade ) 
; 118 Czar still touring in the great farce “ Peace onplisintness. Shure it manes well, but manin’ and 
12 § Britannia * At Home.’ c) led } es, 1X96 doin’ is’nt quite the same thing, and be jabbers 
13 M Li Hung Chang among the Anglo-Saxons. Sale n 1 wi ; is just 
T what the pig manes and what he does is ju as 
: l4 Tu FUNDAY, . Great bargains, 1896. , Tee 
f 15 W Li Hung Chang invents new compliments—* How contrairy as any two things in foife can well be 
. old are you? Why do you tell lies?) What do Still, wid all his faults “tis the pig is the darlint and 
__syou take me for?” etc., ete. , pride of me cabin. Childhre! arrah, bad cess to ’em ; 
16 Th Great drought ; failure of water supply, yearly. ce . ° . 4 ’ ‘ 1. : 
17 F Pope decides against validity of Anglican Order tis’nt in it they are wid a rale gintlemanly Pik. 
18S Surprise of the Anglica 1806. Faix, I remimber radin’ a poet which said: ‘A babe 
| vs lag 1p ig Home os ’ J, in the house is a well pring of pleasure, & Mmissinger 
y T 2» Trades Coun ecide agains } alidity of ” ' } : } 
| m1 Tn PUNDAY pee ‘the i. tish ¢ onstit be 1s07 of pace an’ love. Look at that now! Pace in th 
92 W Mr. Passmore Edwards presents a library to Mr. house wid a baba in it! Did ye aiver hear the loike ? 
Chaffers, 1897. Ochone, the omadhaun! Shure ’tis himself niver saw 
23 Th The British Museum authorities decide to close ca i hou .. 2 4.. 
2 u 1ouse of Paddy. 
Museum to public, 1897. ® pig in the hou 
24 F Chancery proceedings. Decision, “ The B.M.authori- 
ties can do as they please. 
| 25 8 Mr. Passmore Edwards purchases Museum and 
presents it tothe nation. Fireworks. ’ 
: . - 26 § Britannia “ At Home.” A BOASTER. 
i : a Te¢ 27 M The Emperor William presents his portrait to the 
é Plummeré: 22 Tu FUNDAY. Nationa! Portrait Gallery, 1897. Mrs. Spoodle. ‘ Toes your busba d be! ¥ to 
29 W Refusal of William's portrait by N.P.G., “ blood not lub.” . 
Heing ¢ nsidered so tn b is that.” Chun. + ei } ' 
89 Th Willia n des} nr t to | elf Hoch Mr: Weery * VW¥@il, fre m tne Way he ALT about 
fhmat the ub be | h . 


it, I should fancy 
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CHAPS ON A YOUNG LADY’S HANDS. 


A youre lady correspondent writes: ‘‘ Dear Mr. Fon, can you 
tell me how to cure chaps on my hands?” Dear young lady, 
pardon us, but do you think it is right that you should have more 
than one chap on your hands at one time? You evidently believe 
in having “two strings to your bow;”’ anyway, you have two 
(or more) beaux to your, so to say, apron-string. But what do 
these chaps want curing of? Do they drink or smoke too much, or 
do they all hang on your bands at once, and annoy you with their too 
persistent attentions? If the latter, we should recommend a big, 
muscular brother as a cure, or, failing him, a father with a No. 10 
boot, and who has not forgotten all his football, has been found 
very efficacious in similar cases. One outward application, 
vigorously rubbed in, generally effects a complete cure. 





THE REASON. 


A DINNER was lately given to a number of old fellows long past 
the allotted span of life; and after it was over a curious gentleman 
was questioning the ancient ones as to the cause of their long lives, 
and he received various answers. One attributed his long life to 
the fact that he was a total abstainer; another put it down to 
plenty of fresh air; another to regular exercise, and so on. At last 
the gentleman came to the oldest member of the party, who was 
nearly a centenarian, and familiarly known as ‘‘ Great Grand-dad.”’ 

‘‘ And to what do you attribute the fact of your having attained 
to such length of years, Great Grand-dad?”’ asked the curious 
gentleman. 

‘* Well,” said Great Grand-dad, thoughtfully, ‘“T attributes it to 
the fac’ that I ain’t dead yet?”’ 


“BIG TREE BRAND.” 
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jrer Jonathan, to advertise his Californian wine, 

Adorns it with the picture of a tree both large and fine. 

But surely he’s mistaken thus his liquid wares to push, 

For, as the proverb tells us, good wine needs not e’en a bush. 
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os ‘* FUN’S’’ FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, 


Containing a variety of useless and unreliable information, 


OCTOBER. 


1 EF Pheasant shooting 
to their names. 


Birds delightfully tame ; answer 


2S Poaching in tull swing. Poachers very wild. De- 
cline to answer to their names. 

BS Britannia ‘‘At Home. 

1M Englar d's Darling first cultivated the ‘ fi.lds of 

6S tu FUNDAY. Poesy,” Y.U. 


G6 W Czarin Paris. Great Peace Demonstrations. 
7 Th Peacetul delirium of Parisians. 
Hf President Faure dreams of th 


re ( ps 
everywheie, 1506 
French Army and 


babbles of Peace in h s sleep. 
9S Grand Review of French Army. Vivela Peace. 
10 S$ Britannia“ At-Home. . 
11 M Czar leaves Paris ‘in Peace.” 


12 Ta FUNDAY. 

13 W Revival of Puritanism, 1896. the Auditorium. 
l4 Th Blow-the-Trump Bottie-rose objects to Drinking in 
15 F Fhow-’em-up Sour-face objects to Living Pictures. 
16 8 Chant-a-chorus Bare-legs objects to Ski: t-Dancing 
17 S_ Britannia * At Home.” 

1% M_ Lean-on-a-Reed Snuffie-cant objects to Promenade. 


19 Tu FUNDAY. of it. 
Common-place Common-sense Britain objects to all 
21 Th Collapse of Puritanism. 
yw F General Meeting of Dramatic Crities ca'led, 1898. 
23.8 Discussion of Contradictory Criticisms and how to 
Britannia “ At Home.” (avoid them. 
25 M Mr. Bernard Shaw reads paper on“ Realism and 
26 Tu FUNDAY. how to Realise it. 
' Mr. Clement Scott read: paper on“ Romantic Scene 
Shifting.” from a Norwegian point of view 
28 Th Mr. Archer's } aper on the “ Delineation of Disease 
24Y F Mr. Thomas lectures on “Old friends, and how to 
please everybody.” 
30S Discussion of * Champagne and its genial effects,” by 
the who'e strength of the companr, 
81S Britannia *' At Home’ 
YU 


ear Un) 











THE POET’S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY 
FOR 1897. 


OCT. 


Your rhythmical seer no prediction can find 
For this month—-so entirely engrossed is his mind 
With the thought of a friend in a fair rural vale, 
Who is famed for his brew of the bonnie brown ale. 
That vale’s not in London, thank heaven! Or uplocked 
Would your bard be, for barleycornising, in Oct. 





A GROWL OF GRATITUDE. 
In the quiet, lonely suburbs, 
On the restless seventh day, 
When the city is in slumber, 
And the children may not play, 
The chi ikes of the leaguers, 
Oh, they come as quite a boon 
I like those gay processions 
On a Sunday afternoon. 


When the gurgled objurgation 
Is ample and sincere, 

When the world is longing idly 
For a needful glass of beer ; 
When the enterprising worker, 
With a box upon @ prop, 

Is seeking, seeking vainly 
For the pence I never drop. 





When the citizen is snoring 
Through a plethora of peace, 
When the weary hours are dragging, 
And ail jollity must cease, 
Forgive the frank confession 
Of a Cockney, cock-eyed loon — 
I love the gay processi n 
Of the Sunday afternoon. 
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: 
| 
| 
| 
E ‘Can you see anything of the Colonel, my dear, below? ” 
: ‘No, auutie, I cannot make him out; there are so many bald heads in the stalls, and they are all so much alike.” 
F oeeieeamneieaniiaadadataiai on —— = an = ————— = eet neem 
. | THE POET'S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY FOR 1897. 


NOV. 
From the North to the South, from the East to the West, 
Every house of its ‘‘ Oliver Twist’ is possessed ; 
Yet, despite his full knowledge of Fagin and Co., 
[ foresee a poor countryman weeping with woe 
O’er the fairy-like flight of a watch and a sov., 
While he gaped at the mayoral pageant, in Nov. 





‘‘FUN'S’’ FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, 


Containing a variety of useless and unreliable information. 


NOVEMBER. 


Adminis rative County of London in a fog, as usual. 
FUNDAY. high taritfs, and fireworks. 
McKinley, President U.S8.A., 1896. Sound money, 
Awful goings on at the County Council. Horror of SNAP SHOTS 
Mr. Harry Marks, 1&8“6. a ) - “es hes 
Mr. Fawke’s Guyed to London pub., 1605. At A Pappy-—By a Pia. 
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Astrakan-dles first made of Russian tallow, Y.U. 
Britannia ‘* At Home.” 


Au umn Sales in Anti-cost-1, 1897. 


FUNDAY. | 
Corn-poor in India, 1896 
General meeting of Literary Collossi, 1897. 


Hall Caine reads paper on ‘The Works of Hall 
Caine, their elevating tendency. 

Miss C relli reads paper on “ Biblical) Characters 

Britannia “ At Home.” Treated Stylishly.” 

Mr. Andrew Lang lectures on “ Minor Poetry and 
How to Prevent it.” 

FUNDAY. 

Alfred Austin on ‘‘ The Works of Nature, their rela- 
tion to Conservative Politics.” 

Lewis Morris on * The Works of the Evil One, and 
their relation to the Laureateship.” 

Mr. Buchanan on * Things Spiritual and Temporal.” 

Sir Edwin Arnold on “ Advertising, its relation to 

3ritannia * At Homme.” Poetry.” 

Mr. Gladstone on “* ¢ hurch and State,” also on “ The 
Human mind and how to change it.” 

FUNDAY. ‘doubtful Foundations.” 

Mr. Balfour on “ The philosophy of Belief and its 

25 Th Lord Salisbury on “ Evolution and how to square it 

with the Church Catechism.” 





26 | Miss Braddon on “ The English Languag 

27S Mr. Chamberlain on “ Smil-s, and hel] i 
23 S Britannia “ At Home.” 

29 M Ouida on “ Foreign Politi 

0 Tu FUNDAY., 








Is it Paddy you mane? Och, the craythur, divil fly away 
wid him—the ongrateful waggabone! Tied a sthring to me 
leg did he, and wanted to dhrive me to market: me, the 
pride and the darlint of his family. But mesilf wanted to 
go another way intsirely, and, glory to God an’ all the saints, 
the string broke, and I ran betwixt bis legs an’ upset the 
spalpane into the bog, and how he got out tisn’t this pig as 
knows or cares the laste bit in loife. As for me, I started off 
all alone by meself to seek my fortune, but ’tis the pound is 
all the fortune I’ve found up tonow. Which it’s a purty 
dacent pound enough, only there’s little enough to turn up 
in it; but so long as Paddy doesn’t turn up to claim me for 
his rint what's the odds, says I. Pay his rint, will 1? Sorra 
a'penny I’m afther thinkin’, an’ if he’s evicted an’ turrned 
out in the cowld ’tis the roight man in the 1oight place he'll 
be begorra ! 


“Love is blind.” It’s a pity it isn’t dumb too, then it 
wouldn’t say so many silly things. 

Ir ia said that the English are not a musical nation. 
Nonsense! they are always “ blowing their own trumpets.”’ 


A MAN is good often because he is too much of a coward 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK. 
A CERTAIN rosy ladye 
Was dearly loved by Jones, 


And much devotion 
Upon his marrow 


aid'he 
ones. 


His hard-earned income robbing, 
Rich gifts he gave each week, 
His pulse with rapture throbbing, 


As he thought on her bloomirg cheek. 


Poor Jones, young, helpless lover: 
Without one twinge of shame, 

She has promptly thrown him over— 
She will take another's name. 

Yet those gifts she is gaily-wearing, 
And io unbounded pique, 

Poor Jones bis hair is: tearing, 
As he think on‘her blooming cheek 


T'o / h ‘ 


not soon be revenged 
festive season by slaughtering the Turkeys ‘ 


Editor of 

Sir,—What a “ to-do” 
Turkey slaughtering the Armenians 
at 


si Kt . 
our folks make about 


Shall we 
the approa hing 


; 


n haste, 


46 ¢ Nery 


Pro (vo.”’ 


FRAGMENT, 


| } DOY Li 0d 


Whence all 
The flames tl 


but he } 


on the burning deck, 
iad fled 


batile’s wreck 


Hlad made ii! te red 
Vhen ind the powder magazine, 
7 ne fire was r ivIng Bt! neg, 
Hie said, with countenance serene, 
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because they can 
church 
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lottery ’ 
are excessively expensive. 


WoMEN are more us’ 


han't be long 
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ontaining 
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than men 
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FUNNY CALENDAR FOR 1897, . 
a variety of usslees and unreliable information. For this last of the months, though a prophet I be, 


EASILY REMEDIED. 


School Mistress:: —The truth is, Sir, for music, your daughter has no capacity.”’ 
Father._-“ Money’s no object, mum; you just buy her one, then.”’ 


— THE POET'S THREE-LETTER PROPHECY FOR 1897. 


DEC. 


I'll be hanged if I’ll strike the vaticinal key! 


DECEMBER. For I fain would wind up with a wish, gentle friend, 
i tansees Giaitabieat aieh cialiiae a That, when ’Ninety-and-Seven is approaching her end, 
Mr. Coventry Patmore on “ Poets. and where to find We may all, at the season of goodwill and peace, 
‘ l!on‘‘ Epigrams, and} t ke them.’ Be united once more with our dear ones in DEec 
t ‘ Weyman on “ Re ect 
i be. At H Irie i 
cn Concert go into training | ( tina 
FUNDAY. enga ent 
ar iiiietn Rivoeinids aetind mate athet, YE BARRISTERS OF ENGLAND! 
t in kimperor not ni I Vi he’ 
1.’ (WitH APOLOGIES). 
vi an Ex-C) e] ’ Wh , 
W hi blood thicker than water Vhen it ¢ YE Barristers of England, 
. bn! al \ - ; me ht Who take your legal ease, 
‘ ti i > ( el ippee W i epetoire Y - aa 
FPUNDAY. (They're waiting there { oe In dusty chambers, and “' refresh ’’- 
‘You shan’t play in my yard.’ ‘‘ Iirs’’ fat ad lib. and fees! 
he Czar holds dress rehearsal of combined troupe The Standard (of the Bar) is raised 


r Dance by France on the German frontier 


Pas cde trois by 
i 

j 

FUNDAY. 

Pe 

Re opening of 


rerchants n 
(,eorge invel 
erry Christn 


Britannia ‘*At 


John Bull Decal 
FUNDAY. 
} 


ch applauded for “ She w 


innia “ At Home.” 
ir pean Concert Party to be called the “ Waits.” 


Break up of the Furopean Concert 1 


[t was not always so. 

And no &ss now can pass, 

While the passman’s filled with woe, 
For the papers all are stiff and long— 
Ard so few ‘‘ are in the know.” 


Austria and Italy. Partner wanted 


rtland Bill died, 1867. 


the ¢ urrant ¥ Questior (res The T% meple s of your fathers 

vee a geand: a megs" Have bar-red their doors on you, 

a For the Jnns and outs of Law require 
fome.” The chose-n to be few. 

ie a Christmas-boxing master, Y.1 When call-ous Berchers “ plough ” a-mai) 
Your hearts with anger glow, 

Constantino: As you creep up the steep, 

t And your words are brief and low, 


i} msternat J | - ¢ pa _— +} 6 ersx ” 1, 
rol Bilis ire few and the ** vivas iong 
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MARY’S LAMB. 


Mary had a little Jamb, 
Its fleece was black as soot ; 

And right on Mary’s clean white throat 
It put its dirty foot. 


Her dinner up it quickly ate, 
Then bleated loud for more, 
So Mary filled and put the plate 

U pon the kitchen floor. 


The plate it emptied once again, 
Then bleated still for * more,”’ 

So Mary put it in the rain 
Outside the garden door. 








It bleated there so pitiful 
That Mary let it in, 

And then it smashed a cupbcardful 
Of kitchen ware and tin. 




















aid Mary, ‘‘ This is past a joke, 

So out you'll have to go,” 

And then its head with lumps of coke 

| She hit with vicious throw 

Yet then again it bleated so, 

That she did pity take, 
i And once again allowed it to 
i A peaceful entry make 
; No ooner Was it reinst Le i 
' Into its former p ace, 
, Then it the maiden’s temper galled 
} Ly butting at her face 
; o Mary vra ped 1 oaken stall 
And beat it on the head 
i But t n for weeks she could pn 4 laugh, 


For she bad struck it dead 


Then Mary made a little grave 
Beneath a willow tre: 
A headstone to the lamb she gave, 
And « it iph wrote he 
But vet a dav had carcels f asst i. 
Wher 1 that sacred spot, 
\nn threw cid bones and cabbage stumps, 
And left thein there to rot. 
Said Mary then unto herself 
‘It shall cremated be, 
| And io an urn upon helf 
Its poor remains I'l] see,” 
Now Mary had another lamb, 
Its tleece was white as wool, 





— ALCOLM 
PATTERSON 


It tore and gobbled gardens up a 
Till someone shot the fool. 


No more would Mary keep a lamb THE PURSUIT OF KNOWLEDGE. 





Of any sort of hue Pts, ai ; : i 
E . uny ti e ties Can you tell me where that line goes to, my boy?” 
lth no more pet O DY KIN it Te ry? y ] _ ae } s . . , ° 
: e [It don’t go no where, Sir; they keeps it there to run trains on!” 


Wi uld rie nave ror to do 


“ANOTHER GLASS!” 








' ” f er giass!’’ Sufficient you have drunk, 
‘Another 5 You cannot we)! refuse 5 ane ee pe retin x 
But t k ‘ | it’s ten t u'll | Ped &@ pincn YOu cannot this “‘n p ‘funk. 

ea ‘ t na ut ] oO one y ii i -@ C.¢ ‘ - 9 99 ° ° 

. O fa nip!’ of most gigantic strength 
Your train, vour head, your le goodn: knows what! Kor it ore ' ee 
‘_ . rit can lay tne strongest man full-length ! 
And wake with aching head and brow red-hot! . ? 
‘Another glass! '’-—(Not labelled “ glass with care,” Another glass of beer, spirit, or wine, 
As it should be when one bas had his share) Ls ike a match applied unto a mine: 
‘Come on, old man, just one before we yo.” . niess you want to make yourself an ass, 
You take it and it means a world <«f wee! My friend, you'd best refuse ‘ another glass!” 





XMAS & NEW YEAR'S PRESENTS. = TE Best 


NOURIS 
DELICIOUS nMEAT 


IN BEAUTIFULLY ORNAMENTED TINS. 


Of Leading Grocers Everywhere. ] CAS. 














Satisfying, 
Strengthening, 
Soothing for Infants, 
Agreeable, Digestible, Ncurish'ng, 
Sold Everywhere. REFUSE ALL IMITATIONS. 

PAMPHLET on “ The Management of Children,” 
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